The Tragedy of Ha nlct 

Now what my love is proofe had you arekeene. 

And as my love is ciz’d my fea&aning to take off mine edm- 
L h /,rc Joy Cur cceat , tfcit, worfe. s ‘ 

Ham . So you miftake your husbands. Begin murthercr, f eav , 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the crokine raven dothkli 
low for revenge. • Deu 

Awc.Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agreeing 
Confiderate feafon, elfe no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture r anke, of midnight weeds collected, 

\ V ith Hecats bane thrice blafled, thrice infected. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On whollome life ufurps immediately. 

Ham. A pOifons him i’th garden for his eftate,his name’s 
go,\ht ftory is extant, and written in very choice Italiantyou fbali 
fee anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gonzapoesw ife 
Ophel. The King rifes. 

Quee.How fares my Lord ? 

Pol. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

P ol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all but Ham. & Horatit. 
Ham. Why let theftrucken Deere goe weep. 

The Hart ungalled play, 

F or fome muft watch whileft feme muft fleep. 

Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir,and a forreft of fea- 
thers, ifthe reft of my fortunes turn Turk with me, with provincial 
Roles on my raz’d (hooes,get me a fcllowfhip in a city of plaiers ? 
Hora. Halfe a (bare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realme difmantled was 
Of Jove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. 

Hora. . You might have rim’d.- 

Ham. O good Horatio, Ik take the Ghofts word for a thoufand 
pound. Didft perceive? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the talke ofthepoiloning. 

Hora. I did very well note him. 


(prince of Denmarke. 

a- Ah ha, come fome muficke, come the Recorders, 

ifthe King likes not the Come ly» 

^hythenbehke he likes it not perdie. 

Come, feme W guyldenfierne. 

e „,. Good my Lori vouchee mo .word wuh you. 
jj m . sirawholeHiftorie. 

Gay l- The King fir. 

CW- Isinl his retirement marvellous diftempGSd* 

Vm. Withdrinkeft? 

* *eM"e more richer to fig- 
ni^tld's ro'dheDodor ; for for mee to put him to his putgMion. 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Guyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame. 

And flare not fo wildly upon my aftaire. 

modgmat^iaiono^i- 

rit,hath fent me to you. 

^^^yg^d^yLord,this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it (hall pleafe you to make mee a whollome anfwer , I will doe 
your mothers commandement , ifnot, your pardon and my re- 
turne (hall be the end of the bufinefie. 

Ham. Sir I cannot. 

Rof. What my Lord? ,• . . , 

K*.Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wit s difeas d, but hr, lucfi 
anfwer as I can make you fhall command* or rather as you fay> my 
mother ; therefore no more,but to the matter, my mother you lay. 

Rof. Then thus Ihe faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull fonne that can fo aftonilb a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 
Rof. She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go tobed. 
Ham. We fhall obey, were (he ten times our mother j have you 
any further trade with us ? 

Rof. My Lord you once did love me. 

H Ham. 



